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ED BOX 



Biatch!! 



Well well well... so we all conglomerated and 

decided that I would be the one to take a 

bunch of shit for the next issue or two. But of 

course in order to get a bunch of shit to take, 

we first have to talk a bunch of shit... so here 

you go. The following eleven pages are full of the shit we like to talk so 

much, so get on your computers you fuckin slackers, I'm bored from not 

taking enough shit. I did my part, now it's your turn. 

Today I read the latest issue of the MQ. You're probably wondering, "What 

the FUCK are you doing reading that worthless shitrag??" Every now and 

then I like to pick it up just to confirm all the shit we talk about them. Well 

this last issue, there was actually a funny article, I kid you not. The headline 

was "Marathoners Fail to Find Cure." "Fuck," I said to myself, "Who is this 

Carol Freire and why isn't she on the motherfucking Koala??" Later I found 

out that the same headline was published in The Onion last November, thus 

confirming all the shit we talk about them. 

The best thing about talking shit is that there is always an audience. People 

love to see shit talked about their friends and love it even more to see shit 

talked about themselves. It gives them a sense of acknowledgment. Why do 

you think Chancellor "don't park in front of MY fuckin house" Dynes reads 

The Koala? Because he likes it when we talk shit. Hey Dynes: Your school 

sucks and is full of drooling retards and ugly bitches. Except of course for 

those who are involved with THE KOALA. So suck my balls. 

Now the question I really have to ask is... Are you really proud to be at 

UCSD? I mean, what exactly is it that we're proud of? A couple weeks ago 

we had "spirit week" here. The only spirit I saw was the RAs convincing 

their residents that they should paint the buildings blue and gold. Of course, 

we can't exactly go up to our friends and brag about how great of a study 

environment it is here. We'd get bitch-slapped. 

So anyway, I hope you enjoy reading our smut, 'cause we sure did enjoy 

getting drunk. And if you don't enjoy it, at least we're still drunk. 



High Coup 



Letters to the Editor 



Editor: 

I am a freshman at this school and have just recently been introduced 
to your publication, "The Koala". Last Thursday on my way to the library I 
noticed your booth with a large sign saying "No Fat Chix" with a picture of a 
cow on it. There was also a large inflatable sex toy dressed in lingerie and 
one of your members said something like "she doesn't say no." I turned my 
head in disgust and kept walking to the library when I saw one of your publi- 
cations in the garbage. I regretfully let my curiousness overcome my better 
instinct and opened the filthy magazine. Let me just say I am disgusted and 
appalled that my student funds are being squandered to support your trashy 
newspaper. I hope you all rot in hell. 
- Appalled in Atlantis 

Dear Appalled, 

You been dig gin' through my trash biatch? Get a job! Better yet, I'll give you 

my sandwich for a blow job. 

-Ed 

To the Editor: 

I am a retard at UCSD. I have a chronic drooling problem which 
makes it difficult to get dates. I tried purchasing all the latest UCSD sports 
wear from the bookstore but that doesn't seem to help. Should I join a frat? 
-Frustrated and drooling 

Dear Drooling, 

You share a common problem with many other males here at UCSD. I 
suggest you join the first frat that hands you a rush invitation so that you can 
buy your friends and start feeling better about yourself immediately. 
-Ed 

Hi, this is Doug at Pomerado Publishing we have not printed one of your 
issues for a few months now and miss your sick brand of humor. When are 
you planning on printing again? Send me a vine when you get a chance. 
Thanks, Doug 

Dear Doug, 

What the fuck? We turned our issue in a month ago and we've been 
calling you everyday since. We told you the Quincy Troupe stuff was timely 
and we needed it out now! 
-Ed 



Splashing flame lightly 

Over green crystal flowers: 

Must be 4:20. 

You say a line stands 

In my way for the bathroom: 

I puke on your couch. 

Methamphetamine 

Running twirling through my spine: 

I convulse all night. 

I saw the best jokes 

Written on the bathroom wall: 

Now they are all gone. 

Black cock becomes hard 

Jen Brown's screams echo through night 

Joe Watson gets off 

Whistling breeze flows clean 

through an asswhore's loose asscunt. 

Who cries for fratboys? 
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Fat chicks in tube tops; 

rolling thighs ripple thunder 

"More Rufies Jesus !" 

Co-ops suppressed, Dick! 
Vegans become prey, Pussy! 
mouth full of sprouts, Cum? 

Went to El Coti's 

Got the carne asada: 

It drips out my ass. 

Why is there no beer? 

No, somebody tell me now 

Why is there no beer! ! ? 



Che pissed on cafe 

Now stomach turns grey longtime 

You fucking assholes 

Sodomized daily 

A donkey lives in TJ. 

Would you trade places? 
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Top Five Vegas Bordello Slogans 

1 . Vegas or Bust 

2. Loosest Sluts in Vegas 

3. Free Buffet! 

4. Line Up Three Hoochies and Win! 

5. Blow Your Wad on our Sluts 

6. Always hit on 15. 

Top Five Things Retarded Kids Do At Chuck 
E Cheese's 

1 . Eat the tokens 

2. Repeatedly scream at the video screen 
monitor "ARRRRRGG THAT'S NOT 
FAAAIR!" 

3. Drop a deuce in the ball pit. 

4. Play with Chuck E. Cheese's "tail" 

5. Run up the skeeball ramp only to drop the 
ball in the 10 point cylinder. 

6. Ask for more pizza 

Top Five New Discount Products I Do Not 
Want to Try 

1 . Anything THE KOALA recommends 

2. Anything that says both "discount" and 
"NASA" 

3. Preggo Pasta Sauce 

4. EZ Break Condoms (not tested on animals!) 

5. 1/2 Ply Toilet Paper 

6. Biagra 

Top Five Things I Do Before I Puke 

1. Announce'lf I have one more drink Fma 
puke!" 

2. Take off my shirt 

3. Take the dick out of my mouth 

4. Coolly drink a liter of vodka. 

5. Eat two bacon dogs and three carne asada 
tacos. 

Top Five Vampire Pornos 

1 . Done by Dawn 

2. Double Penetrations IV 

3. Gory Holes VIII 

4. Suck and Fuck, or Fuck and Suck, or 
Sucking while Fucking or Fucking while 
Sucking. Just pick one, you sonuvabitch! 

5. Wooden Dildo in the Ass: The Other Way to 
Kill a Vampire 

6. Do it Often in the Coffin 

Top Five Secrets of Quincy Troupe 

1 . Fake dreads 

2. Packs heat to class 

3. Writes for THE KOALA 

4. Appeared in Bumfights, fighting Willie the 
Retarded Drunk. 

5. Used to be "Street-Poet Ray." 

Top Five Other Obnoxious Lies of Quincy 
Troupe 

1 . Attended grad school at Wellesey 

2. Is decended from the illegitimate love child 
of John Quincy Adams 

3. Played the drums for Motley Crue and got 
Hep from Pam Anderson Troupe 

4. Maintains large child porn collection for 
research purposes 

5. Is down with Snoop. 

Top Five Numbers THE KOALA Has On 
Speed Dial 

1. (619)232-7127 

2. 452-8273 

3. 011-52-66-81-74-00 

4. (800)876-4766 

5. 452-2116 



LISTS 



Top Five Things Every Guy Knows: 

1 . Where their dad hides his porno 

2. Where their roommate hides their porno 

3. When their roommate will be gone for 
more than 15 minutes 

4. That telling her she tastes bad will spoil 
the moment 

5. That panty sniffing is normal but should 
not be discussed 

Top Five Twists That Would Have Been 
Better for the End of Joe Millionaire 

1. You get the million dollars.... If you DO 
IT right NOW on FILM 

2. "Joe" is actually the main character's 
retarted brother. 

3. Paul the butler and the girl he picked were 
fuckin the whole time. 

4. Evan admits that he's not actually a 
millionaire, he's a convicted felon, and then 
stabs the lucky winner. 

5. The silver tray had a Taco Bell seven layer 
burrito on it. 

Top Five Things That Would Have Made Me 
Watch More of Joe Millionaire 

1. Atwentysome. 

2. Blow-job competition. 

3. Catfights. 

4. If I had more reefer. 

5. One of the contestants is a goat. 

Top Five ways to get a Campus Crusade for 
Christ chick to put out 

1. Tell her you think it's time to consummate 
your engagement. 

2. Convince her that "God won't look down 
if it's in the brown" 

3. Tell her your spaceship is on the other 
side of the moon and virgins can't travel in 
space. 

4. "Just confess your sins tomorrow, it'll be 
fine." 

5. Secretly add the eleventh commandment 
to her favorite bedside bible, "Thou shalt 
spread thy legs for *your name here*" 

Top Five Things Overheard in Quincy 
Troupe's Class: 

1. He wasn't lying. He just got confused. 
His degree wasn't a BA, it was BS. 

2. Maybe he could stay on as a TA. 

3. I heard they've got openings at Preuss 
for 3rd grade English. Wait, he can't even 
get an emergency credential to teach 
elementary schoolers without a degree. 
Well, there's always Wendy's. 

4. Hey Troupe, I saved you a seat. 

5. How do you fail orientation? 

6. I don't like this grade. Is there anyone 
we could talk to who actually has a de- 
gree? 

Top Five Reasons To Drink On Sundays: 

1. God wasn't resting, He was passed out 
from Saturday night. 

2. Church is funnier if you're sloshed. 

3. Your boss never comes to work on 
Sundays. 

4. Cottonmouth. 

5. Hair of the dog. 

6. SLOSHB ALL! !!!!!!! 

7. You've just finished giving two eulogies 
and molesting four altar boys 



Top Five Interesting Computer Problems THE 
KOALA Has Faced: 

1 . Fat people hitting the monitor with a 
billiard ball. 

2. Fat people hitting the other monitor with a 
metal pole. 

3. Fat people jumping up and down and 
making the computer crash. 

4. When I press the "Whiteykilla" key, the 
word "Whiteykilla" appears. 

5. That was supposed to be the zero key, but I 
guess you get the idea. 

Top Ten Reasons Why I Should Get a Job 
From the Student Job Guide 

1. You can't work at the Che Cafe forever. 

2. So that the owner of the Student Job Guide 
can get richer. 

3. Two words: drug money 

4. Because I'm a student whose idea of job 
hunting is picking up a crap flyer on campus. 

5. The Career Center is TOTALLY worthless. 

6. Because I've always dreamed that I could 
graduate college and work as a secretary at a 
real estate office. 

7. You're failing as a student, time for a job. 

8. The free food you get for working at Plaza 
just isn't enough of a perk. 

9. Because you've already gotten fired from 
every position available to students on cam- 
pus. 

10. Most of the jobsites listed allow spitting 
at your desk. 




Top Ten Captions for This Picture: 

1. Look, ma. No hands! 

2. Where buffalo wings come from. 

3. This swimming stuff is easy. It's all just 
kick, kick, kick! 

4. Hey, I thought these swimming lessons were 
going to cost an arm and a leg... 

5. Although Billy ended up nearly drowning, 
both Jenny and Susy agreed, his attempt at a 
free swim was pretty impressive. 

6. Don't ever question why you shouldn't run in 
the pool area. 

7. If fish don't need arms, then neither do we! 

8. Faced with photographic evidence, President 
Bush admitted that there "might be some 
negative effects of increasing the maximum 
allowed arsenic in drinking water by 500%." 

9. Teen Magazine's Top Four Sexiest Limbless 
Children in America Winners 

10. Taking candy from children has never been 
easier. 

Submit YOUR captions to 
personals@thekoala.org with 
subject "How the FUCK do they 
jack off?" and you might win a 
free copy of THE KOALA! 
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T\irn Wrinkles Into Cash 



I've always had the goal of one day convincing a blind person to eat a k 



lat a log of my shit. Why you ask? Well, I figured if I could convince a blind person to do that 
me their kid's inheritance or their life savings... but it's even easier than I thought. 



Old people are for the most part an untapped goldmine. Unless you're like my grandma cuz she's a repeatedly tapped goldmine. 
My grandma still gets tapped three or four times a week according to my informed count and my grandma's dead. 
Nonetheless, the point is that all old people accumulate all this money from years of hard work, but they certainly 
don't deserve it. What are they gonna do, buy viagra and old people cream? Whoever says old people aren't a social 
resource needs to shut the hell up. Old people are like a bank that forgets to collect loans. However, the trick is, 
not to fleece them out of everything in one hit, but to keep it coming. If you play your cards right you'll be 
peeling out of nursing home parking lots in a Ferrari and grandma and grandpa will be eating dog food for 
dinner (or if you're really lucky a log of human excrement). 

Just because you see an old person living like a welfare dependent single teenage mother addicted 
to crack doesn't mean they don't have millions in some bank account. You've just got to learn 
how to push the right buttons... as in the ones corresponding to their bank account number on an 
ATM machine. 

Check out this typical conversation demonstrating the ease of money conniving between one of 

my grandparents and 1. 1 can't remember his/her name, but they're all dead anyway. 

Me: Hi grandpops 

Him: What? Speak up son. 

Me: Betcha don't remember your bank account number! 

Him: You shut your mouth before I take out my teeth and subsequently remove my belt. 

Me: Hey gramps, what was your bank account number again? I forgot it. 

Him: You need to work on that memory of yours. It's 77390009. 




I hope they fuckin die. 



I couldn't understand half of the other stuff he said, but I think he must have been talking in Chinese cuz all I heard was "chi-ching!" 

Anyway, on to the plan. Start with your own grandparents. After ripping them off, steal their Rolodex. It's called networking. Surprisingly, old people 
do have "friends," but you have to act quickly or they might all die on you. All you have to say is "Hi, I'm blah blah blah's grandson" and they'll trust 
you like their proctologist. It's the perfect crime. By the time the transaction is complete they'll have already forgotten your name. Some of the elderly 
might be stubborn and make up stories about how they have 'real' reasons for saving their money. If you just rough them up a bit that will be sure to 
loosen their purse. Bruising their frail skin is almost as rewarding as taking their money, except you can't spend bruises. Ah, the only thing better than 
conning the elderly is conning the physically abused elderly (and making a blind man eat shit of course). 
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If not, 
then join 
THE 
KOALA! 
We need: 



' Writers 
Artists 
Convicts 



•Drunk Sluts 
•Mexicans 
•More Beer 



Recruitment Meeting at 4:30 on Fryday 

Feb. 28 in the Media Lounge 

Right above Soft "in the middle" Reserves 
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THE KOALA 

Presents 

Ca$h Money in the 9. Jam for the 

Collection Plate £am9 'Records 






On the Witness THIS, Bitch Tour! All your favorite rappers combined to 
create the most formidable devil fighting force ever! Rap rocks! 




[Jay-Zus 
01' Dirty Pastor 
Snoop Doggy Deacon 
IMhodist man 
Jerusaleminem 
DlllXodus 
Rza-rrection 
notorious G.O.D. 



FEATURING 




"Damn, du that's a 
shitload of rappers 



Ecclesiastic 5 
Ja-Houah 

Preacher Diddy 

me Hammyrrh 
Ludi-christ 

Busta Psalms 
Big Uirgin 

III' mo-oses 



"The Party People" 



H 



if 



Let Us Serve You 

TRITON PARTY HEADQUARTERS 

FULL SERVICE LIQUOR 

FULL SERVICE CATERING 



Rush - Private 

All Major Brands of Keg Beer - 1/2 & 1/4 Kegs 

Ice - Cups - Wine - Soda - Jockey Boxes 

Case Beer - Picnic Pumps - C02 Service 

Delivery Service Avalible 

www.beerking.com 



1-800-794-BEER 



DCCD 

Dccn 

KING 



u , CLAIRELMOAJT 
H I MESA BLVD. 



San Diego 

71 50 CLAIREMONT MESA , 

fONE BLOCK EAST OF 
805 FREEWAY BEHfND 
ARBY'S ROAST BEEF) 

FAX: 292-9594 



292-9210 



'We Deliver 



// 




Muir Student Reads 
Campus Paper, Hurls 
Herself from Building 



Muir Junior Natalie Summerfish 
plunged to her bloody and tragic death on 
February 7th. Although the matter is still 
under investigation, other Muirons say the 
reason for her apparent suicide is frightfully 
clear: the MQ. According to her roommate, 
Natalie had been reading the MQ quietly in her 
bedroom for about ten minutes when she 
laughed abruptly. She came out and showed 
her roommate a funny article about 
marathoners failing to "find the cure" 
despite an exhaustive 
search. Her roommate 
laughed uncomfortably at 
the joke, because she 
had a distinct feeling of 
deja vu. After a little 
research online, she 
found out that the J 
Onion, an online humor-' 
paper, had published an 
almost identical article 
on November 14th, 2001. 
When she broke the news 
to her roommate that 
the paper that had just 
elicited a laugh from her 
was a fraud, Natalie just broke down. Her 
roommate explains, "I think the problem was 
the roller coaster of emotions she experienced 
in such a short period of time. First, she's 
reading the MQ, which is not known for clever 
or witty material. Then, suddenly, she's faced 
with an article that shows a spark of creativity. 
Her body's natural reaction to the discomfort 
and surprise she felt was to laugh. Then she 
finds out that it was all a lie? I felt despondent 
myself." The roommate then made a plea to 
the editors of the MQ: Don't rip humor from 
funny papers and put it in yours. Obviously, no 
one is reading your paper expecting to read 
anything funny and the type of person who 
reads the paper at all probably doesn't have 
the type of constitution that is ready for the 
shock of something funny. Just leave it 

alone and keep 

delivering the stuff 

your fans want. 

Twenty entry lists 

about substitutes 

for a penis, including 

"a dildo." That kind 

of material provides 

the comfortable 

predictability your 

audience is seeking. 

By breaking away 

with funny material 

so unexpectedly, 

even if it is stolen, 

you are endangering 

the lives of the 

students of UCSD. 





-•■V2* 



Looks good man, gimme a call in a 
few weeks. Submit your ish to 
editor@thekoala.org. 
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Quincy Troupe's Original Poetry Corner 



The Raven 

By Quincy Troupe 

Once upon a midnight dreary, 

While stealing rhymes from Dennis Leary, 

There came a rapping at my chamber door 

There stood R. Dynes, my favorite gay manwhore. 

'Though thy ass be cleanly shaven, 

Tis your mouth that I be cravin' " 

Quoth the Chancellor, "Nevermore!" 

''Doubtless/' said I, "You won't deny me 

The fine young ladies of UCSD! 

The sheer tonnage of gorgeous asses 

That come to my office between their classes ! 

Twould be a pity to leave Prof. Cox 

Alone with so much lovely box." 

Quoth the Chancellor, "Nevermore !" 

"Bitch," I cried, "I have no degree 

But that's no reason to shitcan me. 

Though I spent few days at College Grambling, 

I do not regret my academic gambling. 

But THIS dumb poem is long and rambling." 

Quoth the editor, "Nevermore!" 



Green Eggs and Ham 
By Quincy Troupe 

I am Sam 

Sam I am 

I do not like 

Green Eggs and Ham 

Or background checks 



Quincy troupe or (Random 
(Bfatfierings? You decide... 

Guess which stanza was written by Troupe. 
Answer is at bottom of the page. 

1 > 

here we see feelings patterned dense with ripples, 
sluiced through deep canyons, terrains, sigiri strands, 
textures, vipera russellio, breed swarming 
shapes that twist & curve like bodies of snakes 
green & black & blue, give rise too v 




/£ \ 

tall and @ bushy, green 
sucking water 
rustli0ng A wait 
shimmering flaming 
v arboroeeal pirennial 



C. ^ 

every time eye come round yo' city 

bling bling 

pinky ring worth about fitty 

bling bling 

everytime eye buy a new ride 

bling bling 

lorenzos on yokahama tires 

bling bling 



/£ s 

round & pastel, sitting ripening approaching fruitition 
o the magical hybridization purifies the pulpy inside 
wonderful persimmon juice dripping v 
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TRUCK STOP ORGIES! 



When most people think of truck drivers, they picture a lonely yet 
confidant, unhealthy man cruising along 1-40 at 3am. Now this 
couldn't be farther from the truth. Bad hygiene, sure. Sweaty and 
fucking ugly, maybe. Lonely? Fuck no. You think its coincidence 
that of all the on/off-ramps between Albuquerque and Flagstaff they 
just happen to pull off in 
groups of 5 or 6 at a select 
few? And that one truck al- 
ways has its lights off with 
the familiar thumping of the 
Village People, Elton John, 
and Englebert Humperdink? 
Well let me tell you, it's not 
because truck stops carry a 
shitty music selection 
(which they do), but more so 
because truck drivers are so 
fucking gay that if you lis- 
ten closely, their assholes 
sound like the ocean. 

Yes, yes, yes. The 
heros you used to emulate as 
a little boy or girl, used to 
look up to in the hopes that one would toot his horn for you on the 
road, are all crank-addicts turned fag on the desolation and solitude 
of Interstate 40. You probably wonder how I know these things. 
Well I'll tell you... it is because I too am a mother trucker. And I too 
am horribly, yet wonderfully fucking queer. 

But who can blame us? I mean, stuck on the road for hours 
with a head full of tweek could make any guy think like a chick, I 
can speak from experience. It comes as no surprise that the leading 




Pictured above: A crowd of truckers excited about the "Fiesta Big Red" 



Its a wild ride on the ' High 9 -way 

brand of condom, known and widely used between truckers is made 
by a company called "savage bliss." What better phrase to sum up 
the pleasures in the rear of an 18-wheeler? Hot, sweaty, hairy, greasy 
men waiting to rampage your butthole. This is a very important out- 
let for sexual frustrations. Would you want truckers driving down 

the highway masturbating at 
high speeds with their eyes 
on the tape cover to their 
Bonnie Raitt album? Of 
course not. as you know, we 
get paid by the mile unlike all 
you yuppie mother-fuckers so 
there are only 3 reasons to 
pull off the road: eat, drink, 
and truck stop orgies. 

But being a gay trucker 
is not all fun and butt-sex. 
Crank's an expensive habit so 
we can't just be stopping off 
all over the place looking for 
bootie. To get my mind off of 
it, I usually jam my fist up my 
ass and hold it there until the 
feeling has passed. Sure, you get a stinky hand and some weird looks 
at the Circle-K, but this little jab can get me another 300 miles down 
the road without even thinking of the words savage bliss. It all makes 
it worthwhile at the end of the day, when you can pull off the road 
just outside of Holbrook knowing that there is soft, meaty butthole 
waiting for you in the back of the Moving van with the lights off. 
Hey, maybe they've got a bed... 
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An Illustrated 
History of the 
World of Mr. 
Potato Head Man 
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10,000 BC: Primitive saber-root potatos are trapped in the Au 
Gratin Tar Pits, where thousands of years later their tomb be- 
comes A POPULAR FAMILY VACATION DESTINATION IN THE MIDDLE OF A 
BUSTLING METROPOTATIS. 




143 1: Joan of Arc is burned at the stake for cross- 
dressing. We've come a long, long way since then. 
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I 854-63: GREGOR MENDEL DISCOVERS THE UNDERLYING STRUCTURE OF POTATO GE- 
NETICS. This breakthrough allows 2ist century bioengineers to create a race j 
of orgiastic sex slaves who have genitals at almost every attachment point I 
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1876: General Custer is scalloped by 

angry Indian warriors at the Battle of 

Little Bighorn 




1944: Fighting a hopeless war, desperate WWII Japanese 

SOLDIERS ACCEPT KAMIKAZE MISSIONS: THEY ARE FIRED OUT OF 
POTATO GUNS AT AMERICAN SHIPS. 






1992: After murdering, having sex with, and actually eating 
18 potatos, jeffery dahmer is finally caught by authorities. they 
began surveilling him months earlier when they learned he was 
purchasing excessive amounts of chives. 
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EXTRA!!! WEEKLY WORLD KOALA SPECIAL EDITION 

HOMOPHOBIA: 
AMERICA'S ONLY HOPE 



God Poses Greatest Risk to Homeland THE EKPERTS' OPINIONS 
Security Today, Claims President 



- *1 l^k JfeP% M 



President Bush delivers a 
stern rebuke to the creator 

"In these bad times, we need more 
national security stuff," said 
President Bush yesterday at a 
news conference where he pro- 
posed a controversial, $250 bil- 
lion addition to the already costly 
Star Wars Missile Defense Sys- 
tem. President Bush said that the 
previous administration's lacka- 
daisical attitude towards prevent- 
ing the perversion of our citizens 
to homosexuality and other such 



laser- guided 
Uranium bb gun 

This is the most important addition. It won't 
matter if God himself comes or whether he 
sends one of his angel emissaries of death, 
the Red Ryder air-powered bb gun will shoot 
his eye out! This gun will cost $39.99 at 
Wal-mart, but the laser-guidance system, 
depleted-uranium bb's and deployment will 
cost $124 billion dollars. 



taboos has left our homeland in 
grave danger of divine interven- 
tion the likes of which this planet 
has not seen since the days of 
Sodom and Gomorrah. The Presi- 
dent claims that the homosexual 
lobby has bought off a voting 
majority of the Congress, leaving 
the Executive Branch no choice 
but to prepare for the imminent 
attack against the homeland by 
God. "I looked at my bracelet, 
WWJD? I mean, talk about abu- 
sive fathering... I'm scared 
shitless that God is gonna part the 
clouds and rain obliteration upon 
the citizens of the homeland, or 
homoland if you will," Bush said 
yesterday. "In the past, God's 
wrath has taken one of three 
forms. These include swarming 
cities with unpleasant animals, 
throwing brimstone, fire, floods, 
and disease upon His people, and 
putting His people through 
millenia of persecution. Since 
God wills all, he could even be 
blamed for the Holocaust. We 
must defend ourselves against 
this kind of brutal attack!" 



Biblical Scholar Davis 
C. Davis, on the pos- 
sible dangers posed by 
incurring God's wrath: 



Lieutenant General Butch T. 
Armstrong, on how the new 
Missile Defense System will 
thwart God's fury: 



K: Mr. Davis, what can history 
tell us about how God reacts to 
homosexuality and other perver- 
sions? 

DD: Well, it's pretty clear from 
Scripture that God takes a dim 
view on the issue of homosexu- 
ality. In Sodom and Gomorrah, 
for example, he rained fire and 
brimstone down upon the 
people, killing the entire popu- 
lation, except for a chosen few, 
whom he randomly turned into 
pillars of salt at a later point. 
K: So, what is brimstone, ex- 
actly? 

DD: The Scripture isn't pre- 
cise in defining brimstone, but 
I can tell you one thing, it sure 
as hell isn't a buttplug. 
K: Thanks for your time to- 
day. Straight pride! 



K: General Armstrong, how 
can we expect to defeat an om- 
nipotent and omniscient being 
in battle? 

LGBTA: It is not the goal of 
the proposed improvements to 
win an open war with God. 
Rather, it is our intent to insti- 
gate a cold war, where our de- 
fenses will be sufficient to de- 
ter God from an attack. 
K: Is that realistic? 
LGBTA: Sure, God's never re- 
ally been put to the test. Look 
at his history. He's built his 
reputation by picking on people 
much weaker than him. He 
burns his citizens with fire and 
brimstone, sodium chloride at- 
tacks, all in defiance of the 
Geneva Convention. And you 
know God knew we were go- 
ing to write that Furthermore, 
he's never won a fair election. 
K: Man, what an ass fucker. 
LGBTA: It begs the question, 
Who made God God? 



STAR WARS GOD DEFENSE SYSTEM 



$75 Billion giant ex- 
tendable MIRROR 

When God parts the heavens and shines his 
ray of deadly heavenly light at the home- 
land, the giant extendable mirror will ex- 
tend and reflect the beam back at God 
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Bush proposes improvements 
to the Missile Defense System. 



Bush proposes legislation to 
set aside $250 billion for MDS. 



HOW MUCH WILL IT COST? 



Materials 



Pepperoni 




Back up 
money 



OTHER THINGS THAT COULD 
BE DONE WITH $250 BILLION 

Send 1 5 million inner city kids 
to college for four years 

Feed 250 million starving 
people for ten years 

Give THE KOALA a 21st 
birthday party to remember 



This administration wants to distinguish itself from the "Tax and Spend" liberal ad- 
ministration of the previous eight years. That is why they have proposed the "Just 
Spend" program where they spend lots of money they don't have, then get voted out 
and leave the Democrats to clean up their mess. White House press secretary Ari 
Fleischer said to reporters, "We were thinking our new military programs would 
cost around $50 billion dollars but then we realized we forgot we're the government. 
Make that $250 billion." 

THE KOALA MOCKS THE SPACE 
SHUTTLE TRAGEDY 

You know, we're hearing a lot of jibber jabber from women, fags 
and other second-class citizens of this country about how the 
Space Program is not worth the money or the lives. Blah, blah, 
blah. For once, I actually find myself agreeing with these 
people, but probably for much different reasons. I am not an 
astronaut. But if I were, my one happy thought when dealing 
with the possibility of being involved in a horrible accident would 
be the fact that at least the footage of the explosion would be 
worth showing on the evening news. Did you see the 
Columbia? WEAK! The Challenger went up like a 
motherfucker! BAAAAMMM! Frankly, I expect more from tons 
of rocket fuel going through the atmosphere at twelve thousand 
miles per hour and thousands of degrees of temperature. Not 
only did NASA fuck up the mission, they fucked up the fuck-up. 
What are we coming to when a ROCKET SHIP blows up but it 
isn't even as impressive an explosion as your typical household 
Rosarito bottle rocket? A country that would be better off 
sending our astronauts into Chinese elementary schools, that's 
what. Sofuckally'all!!! 




Bush proposes marriage to 
James Carville. 



Whitehouse spokesfolks 
explain that yesterdays 
shocking proposal of gay 
marriage by the President was 
actually a Merry Christmas 
wish. 



Massive Gay Marriage Tests God's Wrath 

Yesterday, military officials assembled a group of monogamous gay 
men and their life partners in Nevada for a massive gay marriage. This was 
intended to call out God to test the capabilities of the proposed improvements on 
the missile defense system in case of divine intervention. 

At 3:00 in the afternoon, the 
ceremony commenced with a chaplain from 
the Universal Church of the Internet, Chad 
Meriweather, proclaiming that "God loves all 
his children." Military officials were 
dissappointed by the sudden appearance of a 
rainbow over the mountains. However, when 
the chaplain noticed the rainbow and declared 
it as a sign that God approved of the gay 
ceremony and probably had gay tendencies 
himself, a signal was picked up by the radar 
indicating that God had sent Jesus to kick 
some homo ass. 

Commander Whateverhisfuckinface, activated the laser guided bb 
system. After several direct hits, Jesus was undeterred. When Jesus finally came 
into visual range we could see that the Lord's emissary had come in style. He 
was wearing a flowing robe and had on a kickin pair of Ray Ban's. "What now 
muthafuckas?!" exclaimed Jesus. Thinking quickly, the Commander produced 
three large railroad spikes and brandishing them threateningly shouted "As God 
is my witness, we crucified you once and we can do it again!" 

Jesus took off like the pussy ass bitch that he is. Then, the U.S. Army 
took the day and celebrated with some regulatory gay bashing. 





52 gay men came together in Nevada to make a mockery of God's law. Gay 
rights activists claim that the number was closer to 150,000. 
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PARTY REWfWS 



Party at Celeste's on some day I can't remember 

When I discovered that there were 2 kegs of Karl Straus (+2 stars), 
I quickly began drinking because I knew they weren't going to last 
long (-1 star). Bunch of cool people and good ratios (+1 star), 
plus a couple of guitarists and a drummer to make some noise (+1 
star). This plus just about everybody at this party had a sack of 
herb on him/her and we managed to hotbox somebody's bedroom 
with 15 foot ceilings using 3 bongs and 2 blunts (+1 star). The 
neighbors were starting to be a bunch of fucks so we had to move 
the party indoors (-1 star) but the pigs didn't break up the party 
and they let me finish my cigarette (+1 star). 




Party at 9855 on 1/10/03 

This was a themed party, guests were supposed to show in a 
Hawaiian shirt and a visor. (+1 for originality.) Arrived and found 
two kegs in the garage (+1 star). I also witnessed a cat drinking 
beer (+1 star). Walking in to the living room, I saw people playing 
the most wuss version of Beirut I have ever seen (-1 star). On the 
other hand, there were a bunch of hot chicks that didn,t go to 
UCSD (+1 star). Overall a nice little gathering. 







EA Sports Madden Bowl at Rock Bottom/Axiom in 
Gaslamp on 1/23/03 

The Koala was lucking enough to get a pair of VIP passes to EA 
Sports Superbowl pre-party. Went straight to the bar, which to our 
delight was serving free drinks all night long (+2 stars). Ordered a 
couple of drinks and saw the bartender pouring Cuervo 1800 and 
Patron (+1 stars). Elated with the drinks, we were then served 
sushi, potato skins, and the biggest shrimp I,ve ever seen (+1 star). 
I've never seen so much Bling-Bling as when all of the NFL 
players and their friends arrived (+1 star). Some of the players 
were nice enough to hang out and chat. San Diego native Chad 
Hutchinson was nice enough to say high and give us a pic (+1 
star). (For NFL dummies: Rookie QB for the Cow boys). John 
Madden looks a lot older in person than on his commercials. A 
wee later I hit the dance floor only to almost step on Wee-Man 
from Jackass. Wee-Man was way too busy hitting on two chicks 
he had no chance with to give The Koala a pic (-1 star). Overall, 
an excellent time. 




\1?S!lJ 




40WQue? 



An intelligent investment, 
for the intelligent investor. 



The 401-^Que? is the only investment 
solution that invests one hundred 
percent of it's assets in pesos. 

• One dollar in 1991 bought 
3,000 pesos. Only one year 
later 3,000 pesos were worth 
$1,000! That's a 100,000% 
return in only one year!!! 

• As you can see the price of the 
peso has been rising steadily 
since 1992! It's an investment 
that can't go wrong! 



10 








1 










1991 




2002 



We only take commissions in 
dollars so you don't have to 
lose any of your precious pesos! 

Offered at such fine brokerages as: 

JD Aguacasa 

Solomono, Smith y Barnio 

Merrille Lyncho 

Senor Schwabos 

Morgano Stanleya Bean Witter y Compania 
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KOALA RAD MAKES SHOCKING NEW DISCOVERIES ABOUT BEER: 

EXPERTS SURPRISED KOALA TEAM BEAT SDSU BEER RAD LAB 



BEER THEORY No. 1: 

THE AVERAGE JOE SIX-PACK MAY THINK THAT EATING 
BEFORE CONSUMING ALCOHOL IS A GOOD IDEA. HE MAY BE 
PLEASANTLY PLEASED TO LEARN THAT DRINKING A GUINNESS OR 
SIMILARLY DARK, THICK, MEATY BREW CAN ACTUALLY TAKE THE 
PUCE OF A MEAL IN MOST CIRCUMSTANCES. I PERSONALLY AM 
AWARE OF SEVERAL OF MY CLOSEST COMPANIONS THAT, AS FAR 
AS I KNOW, HAVE NOT CONSUMED ANYTHING BUT GUINNESS FOR 
COMING UP ON THREE YEARS NOW. THESE FINE YOUNG SPECIMENS 
ARE LIVING. BREATHING, STUMBLING EXAMPLES OF THE HIGH 
NUTRITIONAL VALUE OF A FINER DARK BEER. THE B-VJTAMINS 
ALONE WOULD PUT YOU IN A CATEGORY FAR BEYOND YOUR TYPICAL 
VEGAN. AND THE WATER YOU DERIVE FROM THEIR DIGESTION 
REDUCES THE CONSUMPTION OF PURE WATER TO THE DIGESTIVE 
EQUIVALENT OF THE "GODS OF ROCK GUITAR" CLASS OFFERED 

THROUGH THE MUSIC DEPARTMENT. AND THE 

FIBER. WELL. YOU KNOW ABOUT THE FIBER. 



THE FUN PAGE OF 

NOTHING BUT TEXT! 

(For you dedicated 

bathroom readers) 



BEER THEORY No. 2: 

YOU ARE SURELY AWARE OF 
ANHEUSER-BUSCH'S NEW POLICY OF 
PRINTING A "BORN-ON' DATE ON ALL 
OF ITS BEERS. THIS IS IN ORDER 
TO STAVE OFF A WAVE OF 
LITIGATION AFTER THE KOALA BEER 
RAD TEAM REACHED SOME 
INTERESTING CONCLUSIONS ABOUT 
ROTTEN BEER. IT MIGHT SURPRISE 
THE LAY BEER DRINKER TO FIND OUT 

THAT THE OCCURENCE OF ROTTEN BEER IS __ 

MUCH HIGHER THAN PREVIOUSLY EXPECTED. IT 
IS. IN ACTUALITY, APPROXIMATELY ONE IN EVERY TWENTY-FOUR 
BEERS THAT HAS PAST THE LEVEL OF SAFE HUMAN CONSUMPTION. 
THE KOALA TEAM QUICKLY REALIZED THE IMPLICATIONS OF SUCH 
A HIGH RATIO OF BAD BEER; CLEARLY, THE MYTH OF A NEGATIVE 
PHYSICAL REACTION TO THE CONSUMPTION OF A CASE OF BEER 
IS FALSE. WHERE "EXCESSIVE" ALCOHOL INTAKE HAS BEEN WIDELY 
BLAMED FOR PROFUSE VOMITING AND EVEN FATAL "POISONING," 
IT IS NO MORE THAN INEVITABILITY OF CHANCING UPON A 
ROTTEN BEER AFTER DRINKING A CASE BY YOURSELF. WHO'DVE 
THUNK IT??? FURTHERMORE, IT HAS BEEN SHOWN THAT THE 
NOTION OF "LIGHT" BEER IS NOTHING MORE THAN A LIE 
PROPAGATED BY THE BEER COMPANIES. THAT BEER DOESNT HAVE 
FEWER CALORIES, IT IS MERELY REGULAR BEER THAT HAS BEEN 
RETURNED TO THE MANUFACTURER. WHO REPACKAGES IT. AND 
SENDS IT OUT AGAIN. THIS BEER HAS INCREASED IT'S 
ROTTENNESS RATIO TO ONE IN SIX, MAKING IT NEARLY 
IMPOSSIBLE TO CONSUME ANY SUBSTANTIAL AMOUNT OF IT 
WITHOUT BRINGING ON A BOUT OF BOTULISM OR OTHER NASTY 
FOOD POISONING. WHEN YOU VOMIT. YOU EXPEL THE CALORIES 
IN YOUR DIGESTIVE SYSTEM. AND YOU DONT GAIN ANY WEIGHT. 



BEER THEORY No. 3: 

THE DIGESTION OF BEER IS A DIFFICULT METABOLIC 
PROCESS. IT TURNS OUT THAT ONE OF THE MAJOR COMPONENTS 
OF THE DIGESTION OF BEER REQUIRES LARGE AMOUNTS OF 
CALCIUM. SO MUCH. IN FACT. THAT THE BODYS CALCIUM RESERVES 
ARE DRAINED TO BELOW A CRITICAL THRESHOLD AND YOUR BODY 
ACTUALLY BEGINS TO DISSOLVE YOUR BONES IN ORDER TO FURTHER 
THE DIGESTIVE PROCESSES. AS AN EXAMPLE OF THE DANGERS 
THIS CAN POSE TO THE CASUAL BEER DRINKER. MY FRIEND. AFTER 
CONSUMING 13 BEERS, LEAPT OFF A SECOND STORIE BALCONY IN 
ORDER TO ESCAPE A POLICE RAID ON A PARTY. HIS BODY HAD 
DISSOLVED SO MUCH OF HIS BONES' CALCIUM THAT HE BROKE 
HIS ANKLE UPON LANDING AND WAS NEARLY CAUGHT BY THE 
POLICE. FORTUNATELY, THE ANESTHETIC PROPERTIES OF BEER 
COMPENSATED IN THE SHORT TERM AND HE WAS ABLE TO 
MAKE A DARING ESCAPE BY JUMPING INTO A MOVING 
VEHICLE AND TAKING OFF. JUST BE AWARE 
OF THE WEAKENING OF THE BONES WHEN 
ATTEMPTING SUCH BALLSY MANUEVERS. 



BEER THEORY No. 4: 

MANY PEOPLE WONDER AT THE 
FACTOID THAT GOES THAT A GLASS OF 
RED WINE A DAY IMPROVES YOUR 
HEART. WELL. THE KOALA RAD TEAM 
ASKED THE NEXT LOGICAL QUESTION. 
"IF A GLASS OF RED WINE A DAY IMPROVES 
YOUR HEART, SHOULDNT TWO GLASSES OF 
RED WINE A DAY IMPROVE YOUR HEART EVEN 
MORE?" AND THEN. "WELL. IF TWO GLASSES A 
DAY ARE GOOD, THEN WOULD FOUR BE EVEN 
BETTER?" AND " WHAT ABOUT EIGHT. OR TWELVE?" THEN. WE 
POSITED. "IF TWELVE GLASSES OF RED WINE A DAY ARE SO GOOD 
FOR YOUR HEART. THEN CERTAINLY TWELVE GLASSES OF WHITE 
WINE WOULD CARRY A SIMILAR CARDIAC BENEFIT." TAKING THIS 
TO ITS LOGICAL CONCLUSION. THE TEAM FINALLY ASKED "IF 
TWELVE GLASSES OF WHITE WINE A DAY IMPROVES YOUR HEART 
SO MUCH. THEN IS IT TOO MUCH TO ASSUME THAT A TWELVER 
OF CORONA WOULD BE A HEALTHY HABIT TO PICK UP?" THROUGH 
THIS INFALLIBLE LINE OF QUESTIONING. THE KOALA IS PROUD 
TO ANNOUNCE THE DISCOVERY OF THE NEW "ADAMS" DIET. ONE 
WHEREBY THE PARTICIPANT IMBIBES A TWELVE-PACK OF SAMUEL 
ADAMS WINTER LAGER, FRESHLY PASTUERIZED AND CALIUM 
ENRICHED. EVERY DAY SO THAT TODAYS COLLEGE STUDENT NEED 
NEVER FEAR FOR HIS OR HER HEALTH AND OVERALL WELL-BEING, 
WHILE LIVING ON A COLLEGE STUDENTS PALTRY INCOME. AND 
THANKS TO YOUR CONTINUED PAYMENT OF YOUR STUDENT 
ACTIVITY FEES. THIS KIND OF GROUNDBREAKING RESEARCH WILL 
NOT STOP BRINGING YOU THE LATEST INFORMATION THAT 
TECHNOLOGY CAN DELIVER. 



DOES THE GUARDIAN 
SUCK? AND HOW! 



I know, I know. It seems pointless. 
You rag on the school rag when you're on 
the rag, but it never gets better. So I'd like 
to start off this article by listing one thing 
the Guardian has done right. After only a 
year of publishing the goddamned tide 
report under the heading of "Surf Report," 
somebody seems to have clued them into 
the fact that the surf does not go up and 
down several feet in height everyday, 
including the occasional negative wave 
periods. Good going, kiddos. Welcome to 
San Diego. Be sure to move away after 
you all graduate! 

Last quarter, they published a 
review of the Soma, a famous hard rock 
and punk rock venue that had reopened 
the night before. It was cool that they were 
there only one night after the grand 
reopening. But it really would have been 
cooler if they had been able to get in the 
night of the grand reopening. If they had, 
they might have had the opportunity to 
review the headlining act on opening night, 
a punk rock band that a member of THE 
KOALA Senior Staff plays for. They still 
would have been suckling at the news teat 



that THE KOALA provided for them, but it 
would have been cool anyway. Keep it up, 
folks, you'll be there someday. 

Then there's the little matter of the 
pussy-ass bitch who writes the sports page. 
I don't really know what to say about this 
snivelling rat, except that he hasn't learned 
the lesson that most scrawny pukes have 
learned by his age, namely, keep your 
fucking mouth shut if you can't back your 
act. He makes a couple of snide remarks 
about how his genes are better than those 
of the people who go to CSU San 
Bernardino (a comment that has him up for 
an Emmy for most laughable claim of the 
year) and then backs down and apologizes 
to just about everyone in San Diego and 
San Bernardino counties. For contrast, it 
should be noted that the motherfuckin' 
KOALA never backs down from the shit we 
print. Even when the material was 
designed to offend as many people as 
possible and was probably illegal, to boot. 
Next time anyone asks you why UCSD 
seems to have no pride, you can simply 
point to this numbskull and explain that you 
hope to graduate soon. 



IRAQ RECEIVES 
BOXES CONTAIN- 
ING NUCLEAR 
ARMAMENTS 
FROM CHINA 

PUNDITS PONDER, "CAN 
THEY GET THE BOXES OPEN?" 

Washington - Iraq may already have ac- 
cess to weapons of mass destruction, al- 
leges a source within the Department of 
Defense. According to the source, un- 
manned spy planes flying high above 
Iraqi airspace have photographed trucks 
arriving in Baghdad, where boxes be- 
lieved to contain nuclear warheads were 
being opened by workers at the unload- 
ing docks. It is only reasonable to be- 
lieve that the dock workers were, in fact, 
using box cutters to open these boxes. 
"Surely, there can be no doubt now that 
Iraq has and intends to use, weapons of 
mass destruction," says White House 
spokesman, Harry Felcher, "The next 
question really is, 'When will these box 
cutters be used against the Homeland?'" 
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Robert 



vs. 



THE CAGZ 



IN A CUE MATCH 





/4«BW 



THE CAGE'S BITCH 
HAD SNUCK INTO 
ROBERTS CHEVROLET 
AND MADE OFF WITH 
ROBERTS BITCH 

THIS SORT OF THING COULD NOT GO 
UNPUNISHED. THE CAGE AGREED TO MEET 
ROBERT IN THE OLD STUDENT CENTER, WHERE 
A FIGHT TO THE DEA TH CAGE MA TCH WOULD 
DECIDE THE FA TE OF ROBERTS BITCH ON THE 
APPOINTED DAY, THEY MET, CIRCLED AND 
CLENCHED. THE STUDENT CENTER QUICKLY 
CLEARED AS TERRIFIED STUDENTS FLED THE 
SCENE OF THE BA TTLE THE FIGHT WAS ON! 
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/ILL CF/I SUbbEN, ROBERT WAS 
bOWNU! THE CAGE WENT FOR HIS 
KNEES ANb TOOK ROBERT TO THE 
MAT 




ROBERT SURPRISEb THE CAGE WITH 

HIS FAST AS LIGHTNING REVERSAL. 

ROBERT FURTHER AMAZEb THE CAGE 

WITH HIS ABILITY TO CHANGE HIS 

CLOTHES IN NO TIME AT ALL WHEN 

HE STARTEb TO GNA W ON THE SIbE 

OF THE CAGE, EVERYONE KNEW THA T 

TIME WAS bRA WING SHORT FOR THE 

CAGE. ROBERT EA TS STEEL FOR BREAKFAST ANb GETS FAT FROM IT, 

SO IT WAS NOW OR NEVER. THE CAGE NEVER ESCAPEb FROM THE 

GRASP OF ROBERTS MANblBLES OF bEA TH 



UPON REALIZING THA T HER 
CAGE HAD BEEN DEFEA TED 
ANb PARTIALLY EATEN, THE 
CAGE'S BITCH ABRUPTLY 
SWITCHES HER STANCE (IN 
MORE WAYS THAN ONE!!!) 
ANb THROWS WlbEHER 
bOORS TO BOTH ROBERT 
ANb HIS BITCH 





AS THE LONG NIGHT FINALLY 
bREW TO AN ENb, WITH BIRbS 
CHIRPING OUTSIbE, ROBERT 
PONbERS THE POSSIBIL TY OF A 
LONG-TERM RELATIONSHIP 
WITH THE CAGE'S BITCH. SHE 
HAb BEEN FANTASTIC TONIGHT, 
BUT WITH SO MANY VIRGIN 
HOLES, ROBER T SLOWLY 
REALIZEb, HIS REAL WORK HAb 
JUST BEGUN... 
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lOSE 
MILLIONAIRE 

WHO IS OUT FOR LOVE? WHO IS IN IT FOR MONEY? 

WHO JUST WANTS A FATHER FOR THEIR ILLEGITIMATE CHILDREN? 

THE ANSWERS WILL BE REVEALED ON 'JOSE MILLIONAIRE 1 



MONDAYS 9 PMrSC on 

vicenteFOX TV 



omance and reality intertwine as 20 Hispanic single mothers travel to 
Chula Vista for a whirlwind romance with a man whom they think has a 
job. What will happen when the truth is finally revealed that he is a just a 
regular "Jose" and his wealth is a facade? 

In actuality, "Jose Millionaire" is a day laborer who waits for work 
outsidethe parking lot of Home Depot. However, the 20 women who 
have been whisked off to an apartment in San Ysidro believe that 
"Jose" has recently gotten a job and is now making $19,000 per year 
and has a 401 QUE? plan. They also think that he is looking for a 
special someone with kids to share his newfound wealth. 

Over the course of his stay at the apartment, "Jose" will court each 
of the women. As he woos them with romantic horseback rides 
along the trash filled beach of Rosarito, picking grapes like their 
forefathers, and priceless jewelry from Calle Revolucion, "Jose" 
will grapple with the difficulty of maintaining his $19,000 
charade. As the series progresses, "Jose" ultimately narrows his 
choice to one single mother and must finally reveal the truth 
about his month-long masquerade and his real financial 
standing to her. Will his chosen companion reject him once 
she learns the truth, or will desperation win out? 



Meet the Women of Jose Millionaire 



This is Daniella Gallego. She sells Marlboros and chicles 
on Calle Revolucion. Her mother, Juanita, was too busy 
working at Bambi's to take a picture so Daniella was nice 
enough to pose for us. Her four year old brother plays the 
guitar when he's not picking pockets and her seven year 
old brother juggles to entertain people caught in border 
traffic. Her eldest brother Eduardo owns a squeegie and 
describes himself as an entrepreneur. 





Magdalena Reyes makes fresh tortillas in a 
window at Old Town Mexican Cafe. She 
enjoys her work very much and says, "The 
leftover food each night really helps make ends 
meet." And we believe her, especially when you 
consider that she has to care for three kids from 
three different fathers. 





Lupita Perez is the night time drive-thru attendant at the 
Jack In The Box across from the roller coaster. She is 
career oriented and hopes to be the assistant to the assistant 
night manager by next year. Her customers describe her as 
friendly and very generous with the curly fries. 

When she's not serving drunk people at Jack In The Box, 
you can catch Lupita moonlighting across the street at 
Robertos where she prepares a wonderful 3 rolled tacos 
con spooge. Lupita has only one child but she does not 
know who the father is. 




Rita Unzueta is a maid at 
Motel 8. She usually doesn't 
dress this sexy to work 
unless a convention is in 
town and she needs a little 
bit more money for the bills. 
When she's not scrubbing 
toilets or making-up a bed 
with cum stained covers, 
Rita enjoys spending time 
with her eight children. Rita 
is a devout Catholic and has 
aGED. 
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Something Fishy at UCSD... 

Several species of perch in the Indian Ocean are facing 
extinction, but for unexpected reasons. They have large protected 
areas and bans on fishing. Other species of cichlids were booming. 
US scientists were 
puzzled about the 
sudden changes in 
population numbers. 
Then a local fisherman 
brought in a specimen 
he had caught just that 
morning. It was a 
female cichlid, carrying 
a brood of eggs in her 
mouth. Further investigation has uncovered a shocking 
evolutionary development in certain species. The females have 
evolved reproductive organs in their mouths! These sluts were 
swimming around the ocean, apparently offering oral pleasures to 
males of all species. The males, unaware of the development, have 
pounced on the opportunity. So much so that they seemed to have 
abandoned their conspecific females. Now their females are 
unsexed and their population is plummetting, while the hussy 
cichlids are experiencing a population explosion. 

This weekend, UCSD Student Health has reported finding at 
least seven female Muirons, all from the Modesto area, that have 
apparently evolved similar reproductive capacaties to the cichlids. 
These sexy broads are frequenting parties all over the University 
City, Mira Mesa and Pacific Beach. Besides always swallowing, 
there is only one way to distinguish them from normal females. 
When not sucking cock they foam at the mouth. While this might 
not sound attractive, you should see one of these bitches in action. 
Also, who is anyone kidding, if they have a slamming body, and 
love cock, who's going to care about a little egg slobber? Not only 
that, but our research shows this evolutionary advancement may not 
be as bad as first thought. It seems that an abortion is as easy as a 
little bit of aggressive French kissing and some Listerine. Other 
women better evolve quickly because we may have found the 
perfect life-long partner. 





Damn, if I had no arms I'd slit my ankles. 



Become the most 

powerful resident 

on campus 



"Proud To Be UCSD"— the motto of our fine academic institution 
which plasters T-shirts, bumper stickers, and license plate holders all 
around campus— simply doesn't apply to many new students on campus. 
Like most UCSD students, I was rejected from my top choice 
university, thus enrolled here— and it quickly became apparent that 
the next four years will not be full of the fun and frivolity seen on 
late-night Girls Gone Wild ads. My first encounter with the campus 
came during Admit Weekend, and after discussing campus 
stereotypes with friends who already attended UCSD (including the 
fine Koala staffers), I decided to put the preconceptions to the test. 
While many of these widely held beliefs proved to be true (Muir 
college was perhaps the inspiration for the paintings of Peter Paul 
Rubens), one must be seen for itself. 

The Theory: Incoming freshmen can be herded like cattle to the 
slaughter by anyone representing themselves as an RA. Some say 
taking advantage of others is wrong and immoral. I say letting a 
sucker keep his money (or alcohol, virginity, etc.) is equally 
deplorable. Thus, I posed as an RA during Marshall College's Admit 
Weekend to see if I was correct. 




The plan went something like this— walk around Marshall college 
during the first evening students were there, offer them candy, and 
lure them into my van. This failed, thus I walked around Marshall to 
see what Bob-Sagat-esque hijinx and mishaps ensued. 

Event #1—7:04 PM— Meet the Parents. After avoiding contact 
with "real" RA's, I came across a group of parents. After a brief 
discussion with about why they like or dislike UCSD, I asked them if 
they had any questioned for a seasoned veteran of the campus. 
Quickly, the discussion traversed into the territory of sex and drugs 
on campus. To the former, the parents were informed that, albeit its 
motto apathy and a sterile campus, UCSD in fact had the third 
largest per capita Gonorrhea infection rate of all Universities in the 
nation. When parents receive a bill for an anonymous topical 
ointment, don't assume it's Tough Actin' Tinactin. To the latter, I 
told them about my friend Jimmy who could hook them up with a 
great deal. 

Event #2—9:22 PM— Find easy women. Although UCSD now 
requires students to send their libido along with each tuition 
payment, many young unwitting Freshmen women are often unaware of 
this policy. Although I was successful in finding a congregation of 
young women, none were gullible enough to buy into the scheme. Also, 
my apologies to the guys over at Marshall concerning this year's menu. 

Event #3—11:47 PM— Seek and Confiscate. As things cooled down 
for the evening at Marshall, I began my trek back to the Roosevelt 
Apartments. On the way however, my youthful ears heard the fine 
musical stylings of Masta P. (I'm sure Thurogood Marshall College was 
what Mr. P had in mind when he told kids to Back That Thang Up). 
After an authoritative knock, Sap Boy and his faded jeans answered 
the door. 

Fake RA: "What's going on here, guys" 

Toolio : "Umm...uhh...nothing...who are you?" 

Fake RA: "Oh, you don't remember your RA— that's fantastic— 
seems as though that happy grass really has gone to your head." 

Toolio : "You're not my RA" 

Fake RA: "Listen, I don't want to write anyone up on the first 
night, you guys don't want to get written up, just clear out of here 
and shut this soiree down for the evening. 

Toolio : "umm...uhh..." 

It was at this point that a total of 23 unconsumed Coronas were 
confiscated. Two out of three, not bad. 
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Heckling the 
competition: 
Tardian style 



Crying 
in front 




Slim Dickins 

You see, even though they 
only pay me a meager al- 
lowance of having to blow the 
editor, writing about sports for 
the UCSD Tardian is a fan's 
dream come true. Although I 
realized at a young age that I am 
both a boob and a lurp, I am 
slightly more obnoxious than I 
am athletic, so living my life vi- 
cariously through the antics of a 
mediocre Division II university 
sports league was my natural 
niche. In fact, despite my high 
GPA, the only reason I don't 
blow my penis-shaped head off 
is because I'd probably miss. 

I feel better when I come up 
with biting heckles I use to jeer 
the inbred hicks we're compet- 
ing against. My heckles will 
make them realize that UCSD 
should no longer be grouped 
with them. Though I value them 
more than gold, both my religion 
and my status as a public figure, 
and thus role model, compel me 
to share some of my favorite 
heckles with you. 

I usually begin my attack by 
boldly and repeatedly shouting 
anything with one syllable. 
From there, I move on to one of 
the following, more sophisti- 
cated razzes: 

"You must be stupider than 
me because I go to UCSD, ex- 
cept if you go to Stanford or 
UCLA or Berkeley, like I really 
wanted to, but was too stupid 
for!" 

"Being a sheltered suburban- 
ite, I never had to do any work 
to earn my living and support 
other people. The fact that you 
appear to do these things proves, 
beyond all doubt, that you have 
no class!" 

"If you threaten to kick my ass 
in front of my friends, don't 
worry. They're pussies just like 
me and won't look down upon 
me when I back down because 
they'd all do the same thing. I 
have backup, and we still won't 
do anything!" 

"When a grown man comes 
up and does kick my ass for be- 
ing an obnoxious dweeb, I'll just 
take it like a little bitch and then 
F 11 really dish it out double-time 
in my article!!! The UCSD 
Tardian will print my pencil-dick 
comebacks in a paper he'll hope- 
fully never see because I don't 
have the quickness to come up 
with anything witty on the spot, 
don't have the balls to say it even 
if I did think of something, even 
days later can only come up with 
lame shit and, even with a group 
of my friends backing me, I'm 
too afraid to fight back, like THE 
KOALA surely would." 

These heckles and many more 
like them are, I feel, a major part 
of the Triton's triumphant sea- 
son thus far despite what their 
"win/loss record" might show. 



THE PERSONALS 



We did not write these personals. We had them pumped out of a dogs stom- 
ach because somebody fed them to it while high on crack cocaine. So don't 
let your dog get all high on crack anymore, and write us some personals. 



February 2003 



To my roomate: 

I saw you naked in the shower. 

I pretend I'm sleeping 

when your boyfriend is over. 
Please tell me you're bi. 
Love, Amanda 

Sometimes I like to pick out my pu- 
bes when I'm taking a shit. 

To my idiot 20F TA: 
Please do something else than just 
solve all the fucking homework prob- 
lems in class. WE ALREADY DID 
THOSE!!! 
-CD. 

Do that dipshit who sits in the front 
center row of cogsci 101b, yeah you. 
Stop asking dumb fucking questions 
in class. No one likes you and no one 
thinks you're smart. Take your 
bearded anal buddy on the right side 
of the room and get the fuck out be- 
fore I classically condition your ass 
to my foot. 

To the HOT RA in Stewart Hall (U 

kno who you are): 

I wrote your name with whipped 

cream in between my nipples. CUM 

LICK ME CLEAN, I'll show you 

just how dirty I am big boy ! ! 

- Your sexy rez 

*ED NOTE: Don't ever tell a guy 

you're "dirty". 

to my penis: 

stop embarrasing me. 

TO ALL THE FAT BIMBOS ON 
MY FLOOR: 

WHAT DO YOU DO, EAT ALL 
DAY? DO YOU LEAVE YOUR 
ROOMS OTHER THAN TO GO TO 
CLASS??? I HATE YOU ALL! ! ! 
-Skinny white boy 



To everyone with a razor scooter you're 
not 4, get a skateboard. sk8ing fo life 
dude. 

This is for that hottie that runs around 
school in the morning wearing the little 
grey jogging shorts that say UCSD in 
pink letters, I'm a fifth year student 
and when I saw you run by in those 
things, that was the first moment I've 
ever been proud to be a UCSD student. 
Keep it up! 

To all you hot asian guys out there, 

Come to MAMA! 

-the hot white girl checkin you out 

I think the people who fly the radio 
controlled gliders on price center lawn 
should host a September 11th reenact- 
ment. They could all put on turbans, 
say a prayer to Allah, and crash into 
the twin towers of APM. Expensive? 
Sure. Worth it? Absolutely. 

To Schuller's Physics 2B TA: stop 
wearing those frumpy outfits, girl. We 
all think you're gorgeous. Even your 
condescending tone and robotic accent 
get us charged before every quiz. Elec- 
tromagnetism? Nah, we're talking ani- 
mal magnetism! Enough of this dipole, 
come a little closer and let's mutually 
annihilate each other. 
Love, your male students. 

To the nappy haired Wisconsin girl in 
my Vis class: 

Shut the fuck up! Nobody wants to 
hear your life's story every fucking 
week. Your projects are lame and re- 
flect your uninteresting persona. I hope 
you die an uninteresting death. 
Love, 
The whole class 



To the ONE dirty hippy at the co-op: 
What's your problem hippy? Don't you 
see you need a shower, not a hug, or some 
more hummus, a fucking shower. Tips? 
Here's a tip, "Why don't you take you 
sandals and shove them up your ass?" So 
you smell a little more ass-like, and a little 
less like feet. Then again with all that 
healthy shit you eat, your ass probably 
smells like a Times Square Hooker's ass, 
that and the fact that you probably take 
about as much anal as they do. How 
about you just take a bath, huh? 

Confidential to Whiteykilla: 
That was a good personal you sent us, 
but you ruined it at the end for daring us 
to print it. You fucking idiot. And as for 
insulting 80% of the campus, you wish. 

Whats up with that Yao Ming guy? I hate 
him. He's all big and stuff and can't speak 
English that well. And he's not even good 
at hockey. 

To that dude in my class that smells like 
shit and pops his zits all day, 
Whatever, man. I don't care about you. 
I'm graduating, motherfucker. Stink all 
you like. See you in class on Wednes- 
day. 

Wendy, you crazy, crazy chick. Please 
stop calling me a stalker. Or else I will 
slice my wrists and take a long bath think- 
ing of you... (really weird laughter). 

To that dipshit who sits in the front cen- 
ter row of cogsci 101b, yeah you. Stop 
asking dumb fucking questions in class. 
No one likes you and no one thinks you're 
smart. Take your bearded anal buddy on 
the right side of the room and get the fuck 
out before I classically condition your ass 
to my foot. 



So you can't write us 

personals? E-mail them to 

personals@thekoala.org. 
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PERSONAL SUBMISSION 



THE KOALA 

Mail Code C-17, 

La Jolla,CA 92093 

(Drop Into Any 

UCSD Mailbox) 



I HOPE YOU LIKE EMPTY BLACK BOXES CUZ NOW THAT MOST OF THE 
KOALA STAFF IS GRADUATING / DEAD YOU'LL BE SEEING A LOT OF THESE 



